
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



HIGH PLACES 

THE EAGLE'S SONG 

Said the Eagle: 

When my time came 

I was astonished 

To find that there was death ; 

I felt cold sinking within me. 

Alas, my home — 
Shall I leave it? 
All-beholding mountains, 
From your snowy stations 
Shall I see my house no more? 

North I went, 
Leaning on the wind: 
Through the forest resounded 
The cry of the wounded doe. 

East I went, 

Seeking 

Where the white-hot dawn 

Treads on the trail of morning blueness: 

The wind brought me 

The smell of death in my nostrils. 

South I went, 
Looking 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

For the place where there is no death: 

I heard singing, 

The sound of wailing for the dead. 

West I went, 

On the world-encompassing water: 

Death's trail was before me. 

People, O people, 

It must be that we shall leave this pleasant earth. 

Therefore let us make songs together, 

Let us make a twine of songs. 

With them we shall bind the Spirit 

Fast to the middle heaven — 

There at least it shall roam no more. 

The white way of souls, 

There shall be our home. 

THE GRASS ON THE MOUNTAIN 

Oh, a long time 

The snow has possessed the mountains. 

The deer have come down, and the big horn, 

They have followed the sun to the south 

To feed on the mesquite pods and the bunch grass. 

Loud are the thunder drums 

In the tents of the mountains. 

Oh, a long time now 
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